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	1. Zhor Chao Shesur

Hey Supergang!

So this is a re-visioning of the pilot ep with Kara and Alex as best friends, NOT sisters. Best friends who are totally in love with each other and haven't yet faced it. This is just something I'm trying out, because even though I love their chemistry as sisters so so much...I also have such a huge crush on both of them and they could be such a gorgeous couple if they weren't sisters! So let's try this and see! It could be a one-shot or a multi-chap, I'm not sure yet. It kinda depends on the feedback I get. So...tell me if you want more! Cheers and enjoy :)

…...

**I'd Carry a Plane for You**

…...

_"Geneva?"_ Kara's face fell into a pout that was almost comically adorable. "But...but tonight's potstickers, and trivia night at Noonan's! And tomorrow you promised we'd go to the Botanic Gardens for the Cherry Blossom Festival!" She pushed a strand of her long blonde hair behind her ear as she gave her best friend her patented sad orphaned alien-puppydog eyes.

"I know babe, I'm sorry," Alex sighed, abandoning her half-packed suitcase to cross the room and hug her favorite person, hating to disappoint her. Kara put her head down against Alex's neck and hugged her back, in the gentle way she had been doing for twelve years so as not to crush her fragile human ribcage to a pulp. "You know I'd rather stay here and hang out with you, Kar. You _know_ that. But if Hank says I have to go represent the entire United States at a secret international extra-normal operations summit...I kinda have to go."

"No you don't," Kara whined softly into Alex's neck, keeping her arms of steel locked gently around her best friend so she couldn't walk back to her room and continue packing. Just yet. "Tell him you have your own extra-normal operation in your living room that orders you to stay home and eat pot stickers because it's Friday night and we've barely seen each other in, like, weeks." Alex chuckled softly, tightening her hold on her adorable alien and sifting her fingers through Kara's silky soft hair, something that never failed to calm and placate the other girl when she was upset.

"I'm sorry, Kar," the dark-haired girl murmured again quietly, stroking her cheek so she'd look up. When blue and brown eyes locked together, they both couldn't help smiling at each other, and they rested their foreheads together for another minute in peaceful silence before Kara finally let go.

"Okay, okay. _Go_ defend the world from face-melting telepathic alien dirtbags. I'll just stay here like a good little girl because how could I possibly help with _that?"_ The blonde girl huffed, rolling her eyes, only half-joking.

"We're not gonna have this conversation again, are we? Right now?" Alex sighed, walking back to her bedroom to continue throwing clothes and toiletries into her suitcase, as she only had ten minutes left before she had to leave for the airport. "You've never been inside the DEO, Kara. You don't know what they could do to you. And I am not, not, _not_ willing to find out!"

"But I could _help!_ My cousin"— Kara began her usual counter-argument, only to be cut off by her best friend's usual reply before she could even finish her own sentence.

"Is the exception to the rule," Alex finished, clicking her suitcase shut with a snap and putting her hands on her hips impatiently. "He was grown-up and saving the world before the DEO was created. He was the _reason_ the DEO was created. Everyone could see that he uses his powers for good, but every other alien that's ever landed on this planet has come to fuck shit up."

"Ahem," Kara said, folding her arms across her chest and cocking her head with an exasperated expression.

"Not _you,_ dummy," Alex sighed; then she shook her head with a little sideways grin, unable to get mad at the girl she loved best in the world—the whole galaxy, really—when it was obvious she just wanted to stall for time so Alex wouldn't leave. The dark-haired girl smirked knowingly. "You're trying to make me miss my flight, aren't you?" She raised an eyebrow, and Kara grinned back sheepishly.

_"I_ can fly you to Geneva," the blonde girl grumbled, knowing she'd lost now but playing it out just a tiny bit further; just hoping for one more of Alex's beaming smiles before she left, that were reserved for Kara and no one else.

"I'll see you Sunday night, my little solar panel. Be good. Try not to embarrass Winn and James too much at trivia night. They don't know you have a photographic Kryptonian memory, and boys have fragile egos you know." Alex gave Kara the big glowing smile she was hoping for, dark brown eyes shining with affection. Kara took Alex's hand and pulled her in for one more hug, pressing their foreheads together again. Over the course of the last twelve years, it had become increasingly difficult for both of them not to lean in those last few inches that separated best friends from something more...but they were both too terrified of losing each other to summon the guts to try. Alex was the only human being on the planet besides Kara's foster parents who knew who she really was, _what_ she really was...she was the one person who made Kara feel safe, feel love, feel like she belonged. They'd shared almost everything since they were thirteen years old, including the apartment they now shared in National City since graduating from college two years ago. She couldn't risk losing Alex.

"Okay..." the blonde girl sighed, reaching both hands up to briefly run through her best friend's dark hair before standing on tiptoe to kiss her forehead. "Bye Lexie. I love you."

"I love you too, Kar. See you in three days." Kara watched Alex grab her rolling suitcase and exit their apartment, still pouting even after the other girl wasn't there to see it.

"Trivia night..." the blonde girl sighed to herself, resisting the urge to give in to self-pity and curl up on the couch with a half-gallon of ice cream and her Netflix queue.

…...

Once Kara got to Noonan's, she was glad to be there, despite missing Alex after only an hour. It wasn't as if she didn't love her other friends too. It wasn't the same as Alex...nothing was...but she loved them. They were smart and goofy and could eat almost as many buffalo wings as she could, which was really saying something since her metabolism was five times faster than theirs. Tonight's theme was horror movie trivia, which wasn't Kara's forte, so she sat back and let the boys do most of the talking for their team, simply enjoying being out and free on a Friday night, without Cat Grant barking orders at her or looking at her like she was an annoying mosquito. Kara sipped her Coke, letting her attention wander slightly...when suddenly the voice of the news anchor on the TV above the bar snapped her sharply to attention. On the screen was a picture of a plane circling low over the coastline of National City, one engine lighting up the night in flames.

"Is that the flight to Geneva? Did he say Geneva?" Kara gasped, her heart jumping straight up into her throat as she whipped off her lead-lined glasses and narrowed her eyes up at the top corner of the brick wall in front of her. Her x-ray vision quickly shot through the building, another mile's worth of skyscrapers that lined the National City coast, and up to the plane zigzagging over the water, seeing the terror on the faces of all the passengers as the plane shook and dropped in altitude. Yes. There was Alex. She looked scared too, but she was trying to calm and comfort the people around her, taking charge in a disaster in any way she could. Just like always.

No. Not Alex. _Not Alex._ Kara had spent her entire life on earth watching bad things happen that she knew she could stop. Forest fires, ambulances that didn't make it to the hospital in time, hell, even muggers and rapists in the dark alleys of her city. She let it all happen, because her cousin and her foster parents convinced her from the time she was thirteen years old that this world was not a safe place for her to be who she really was. She had_ let _them convince her. And once Alex was recruited into the DEO, she jumped on the wagon too, terrified of Kara being used as a lab rat or caged and tortured like a Fort Rozz intergalactic criminal. Kara had let them all convince her. She had stood back and let all these things happen around her.

But _not _this. She didn't even think about it. She just jumped up from her bar stool and ran, leaving her purse and her glasses lying on the table between her friends as she burst into the street and ran down a side alley, ripping off her jacket as she ran faster, faster, and jumped into the air, rising about fifteen feet before she touched down again. It had been so long since she'd flown. _"Come on!" _She screamed at herself, furious and terrified and surging with Kryptonian adrenalin. The next time she jumped, she rocketed straight up into the sky, shooting past the skyscrapers and into the clouds.

It took a minute to steady herself and find her slipstream; she'd never done anything like this before, trying to fly towards a moving object and match its speed and trajectory. But failure was not an option now. Flinging both her arms forward in front of her, she rocketed even faster towards the plane, in time to see the second engine ignite, and the plane begin to go into a genuine free-fall. Kara reached the plane, but wasn't quite sure where to begin; first she tried grabbing the wing to steady it, but she didn't have enough leverage to level the plane out. Her grip on the wing did have _some_ steady effect, however; enough to make Alex look out the window in surprise and see her best friend flying there, trying with all her might to hold up the 747 single-handed. Kara looked over at Alex's window at the same time Alex was looking out at her, and they shared a silent, fierce moment of eye contact before Kara gave up on the wing and flew directly under the plane's belly, lifting the front of the plane up with her shoulders with a scream of intensity as she pushed her powerful body to its limits for the first time in her life. It was working, the plane was leveling out; but then just as she started to smile with relief, Kara looked up and saw the bridge dead ahead of them.

"Oh, come _on!"_ She screamed in frustration. It was true, when she'd leapt into the air her only thought was for Alex; but she wasn't about to sacrifice other innocent lives in the process, and letting the plane slice through the suspension wires of the bridge would send dozens of cars plummeting to a watery grave. Cars with families, someone's parents, someone's children. With another shriek of intensity, Kara dug her hands into the belly of the plane, creating hand-holds in the metal, and pulling it sideways so the wings could pass vertically through the space between two wires. It was very, very close; the left wing scraped across the pavement, sending sparks into the air, but it didn't hit any cars. Kara was far too focused on her task to notice the dozens of phones pointing up and snapping pictures of her from the cars on the bridge as she passed them by, holding up the plane, with her long hair whipping behind her in the heavy winds. As soon as they'd made it safely through the bridge, Kara released her sideways momentum and let the plane settle into a level equilibrium on her shoulders once more, trying to slow its velocity as it crept closer and closer to the water's surface. Finally, she had no other choice than to release the huge aircraft as it touched down on the water, sending her under the surface for a few frightening, disorienting moments, as she was sucked into the undertow of the churning currents created by the plane's momentum as it crashed into the water. She may be bulletproof, but she still needed to breathe.

Finally, after a few moments that felt like hours, Kara found the surface, and came up gasping, pulling herself up onto the wing of the plane as she panted and trembled with waves of aftershock and relief. The sound of wild cheering made her look over at the passengers in the plane, every single one of whom was staring out at her and taking her picture. A shaft of light poured down over her dripping wet body from a rescue helicopter hovering above, and as soon as she looked up at it, she knew she had to get gone fast. With one last searching look at the plane, she caught Alex's stunned eyes, and smiled hugely; then she shot into the air again, so fast the helicopters couldn't possibly follow.

…...

Kara had to wash her hair three times to get all the grime and stinky jet fuel rinsed out, and by the time Alex got home from the rescued plane, the blonde girl was dried and changed and stuffing her face with pot stickers, her insides growling with hunger after all the energy she'd just exerted.

"Oh my God, Lex! Did you see me?" Kara abandoned her food and threw her arms around her best friend, letting go a second later when she heard the dark-haired girl yelp in pain. "Oh! Sorry! That was too hard. But you saw me right? You saw me save the plane? I can't believe I did it! I mean I always knew I _could_, if Clark can do it then I can do it, but he always told me to just lay low and blend in, and I _tried_ Lexie, I tried so hard for so long, but now it's like I'm finally the real me, and it was so amazing..." Kara was rambling like an overexcited ten-year-old on Ritalin, pacing back and forth across the living room rug with a huge smile plastered across her face. Then she stopped and noticed the horrified—even angry?—look on her best friend's face.

"What were you _thinking?"_ Alex demanded harshly, sounding more like a disappointed parent than a best friend, who by the way had just been rescued from a fiery death in the sky. The anger in her dark eyes completely took the wind out of Kara's sails, and she stopped dead in her tracks, falling silent for a moment as they stared at each other in disbelief. "Kara, you just outed yourself to the entire goddam world! Did you _see_ all those pictures? What if someone recognizes you, what if they figure out who you are? Do you think I want to see you locked up in one of those fishbowls in the DEO?" The angry tears welling up in Alex's dark eyes were matched by the heartbroken ones in Kara's, staring back at her in disbelief.

"I was _thinking_..." Kara said slowly, as a tear spilled over and slid down her face, "...about _saving_ your _life._"

"Kara, you can't risk yourself like that _ever _again, not even for me. Do you understand?" Alex demanded, crying now too as all the images of torture and experimentation that could befall her beloved Kara in the cells of the DEO flashed across her mind.

"No, Alex. _You_ don't understand," Kara shook her head, her voice quivering with the effort of not bursting into sobs. "There was no choice for me. You were going to _die._ And I can't..." Kara's voice broke as she tried to pull herself together, wiping the tears angrily from her face. "I can't live without you. Don't you _know_ that? If I just let you die, when I had the power to save you...I wouldn't care if they locked me in a Kryptonite cell for the rest of my life. It wouldn't matter. _Nothing_ would matter." They both stared at each other with tears of terror and confusion and adrenalin running down their cheeks, silent for a few long moments. They weren't silent to Kara, of course; she could hear both their hearts beating fast, the blood rushing through their bodies, the elevated sound of Alex's breathing.

"Kara..." Alex whispered, her voice shellshocked with emotion as she crossed the space between them and tucked a lock of blonde hair behind her best friend's ear, stroking a tear from her cheek. "I didn't...I'm sorry, I, I..." Alex bit her lip furiously to hold herself together, tears still spilling from her dark eyes. "I can't live without you either." Kara stared at her best friend for a long moment, all the fears that had held her back before falling away in the clarity of her first post-rescue high.

"Fuck it," the blonde superhero murmured, and slipped both hands into her beloved Alex's shiny dark hair, kissing her hard on the mouth. Alex melted into Kara's kiss, like she had been expecting it, like she had been waiting for it (and she had, for years). It was slow, and tender, and burning, both their faces still wet with tears. No other first kiss had ever compared to this; how could it? How could anything good or right or true hold a candle to a first kiss with someone you've loved for half your life? The entire world fell away, all of Kara's natural super-senses reversing direction from out into the world, to _in_, into Alex, the rapid pounding of her heart, the warmth of her skin, the sweet smell of her strawberry shampoo that made Kara's knees weak.

"Oh my God, is this really happening?" Alex murmured breathlessly when they broke apart for air, her hands still holding Kara possessively by her hips, and slipping around to her lower back. There was no space between them, they were pressed flush against each other, and even without super-senses Alex could feel the warm, rapid pounding of Kara's heart.

"Only if you want it to," the blonde girl murmured back, leaning her forehead against Alex's the way she had a million times before; she knew the truth of the answer without having to ask, but she just needed to hear it. She needed to hear Alex say it.

"Kara...you carried a plane on your back for me..." Alex shook her head, laughing even while the tears were still sliding down her face. "I've wanted this since the day I saw you get out of that goddam pod when it crashed into the gully," She answered honestly, her fears slipping away like Kara's had a moment before. There was no reason to be afraid. They both knew it now.

"Me too," Kara smiled, as bright as the sun, kissing her again fiercely. "Lexie, Lexie...I crossed the entire galaxy to find you...my _zhor chao shesur_..."

"Heart and soul," Alex murmured back, having picked up a decent amount Kryptonese vocabulary over the past twelve years with Kara. "Unbreakable. Like you..."

"Like _us,"_ Kara corrected her, not even realizing she was floating them up to the ceiling until she had Alex's back pressed up against it. It was almost an hour before they floated back down to the floor again.


	2. Beginnings

Hey kiddies!

Thanks for all the positive feedback on the first part, glad to know you're all on board the USS Kalex! Now you get another nummy treat. Small note, I obviously had to choose which one of them would get to keep the name Danvers in this AU, and which wouldn't...so I chose Kara, she is still Kara Danvers. Alex's last name is Grey, which if you love Chyler Leigh even half as much as I do, you will totally understand why it's perfect! Enjoy, and yes, there will be lots more parts to come :)

…...

**I'd Carry a Plane for You**

**Part 2**

…...

When Alex's alarm went off the next morning, she couldn't reach it because of Kara's dead weight on top of her. The feeling of her sweet, beloved alien's soft skin pressed against hers everywhere was beyond heaven; but the high-pitched trill of the alarm clock was ruining it, Alex _hated_ the sound of her alarm clock, but she deliberately didn't change it to something more pleasant because the fact that she hated it was the only thing that got her up in the first place.

"Kar...wake up baby," Alex hummed, scratching her nails lightly up and down Kara's back, savoring every inch of her silky skin, the curve of her spine. Her girl. Her sunlight. Her everything. _Hers._

"I am awake," Kara mumbled against Alex's neck, wrapping one arm a little tighter around her hip so she was even less able to move than she had been a moment ago. "I'm just not moving. No moving."

"But the alarm..." Alex whined. She _seriously_ hated that shrill electronic beeping. How could it not be bothering Kara, with her supersonic hearing? In response, Kara lifted her head, reaching across Alex's body and hitting the alarm clock a little too hard, smashing it to bits.

"Oops," Kara murmured sleepily. Alex giggled.

"I'm lucky you didn't accidentally crush _me_ into the ceiling last night, huh? That would be really hard to explain to the landlord." Alex was grinning like an idiot, sifting her fingers idly through Kara's long hair, loving the feel of it sliding between her fingers. She always had. Kara was beaming back at her just as brightly, her smile shining like the sun.

"I'd never hurt you, Lexie," the blonde girl said seriously, propping herself up on one elbow on the bed, her free hand grazing Alex's cheek, tracing the curve of her jaw.

"I know," Alex said simply. Kara leaned down and kissed her, and all at once they were both completely and thoroughly awake, their bodies shifting together with every breath. Kara could feel both of their heartbeats starting to rise again.

"No no nooo...we can't, we can't get all riled up again right now," Alex groaned softly against Kara's lips. "It's morning, we have to get up and go do stuff..."

"No. No doing stuff," Kara murmured, lowering her head and scraping her teeth lightly against Alex's pulse point, making the dark-haired girl sigh and squirm underneath her. "Let's be sick today. I'm sick. No work."

"Kara..." Alex half-whimpered, half-whined, unable to stop herself from wrapping one hand into the soft blonde hair at the back of Kara's neck and holding her there, it felt so good. "Ohhhh...we _can't _blow off workthough, baby...not now, we just can't...God I don't want to but we _have_ to stop..."

_"Whyyyyy?"_ Kara whined into Alex's neck, drawing out the word like a cranky four-year-old at naptime.

"Because _my_ job is to track down the mysterious flying alien that saved a plane and made national news last night, and _your_ job is to _report_ the story on the mysterious flying alien that saved a plane and made national news last night," Alex sighed. Saying it out loud helped snap her out of her sexy delicious bubble and sit up in bed unwillingly. "We _have_ to be there to do as much spin control as we possibly can. Frame it right. Try to keep you anonymous." Kara groaned in frustration, knowing that Alex was right but hating it.

"Wanna take a quick trip to the Phantom Zone?" The blonde girl asked teasingly, still grinning like a goofy kid. "Time doesn't pass there, ya know, so we can pick up all the pieces of this shitstorm when we get back. _After_ we do everything we did last night a couple thousand more times." Alex sighed, a pouty little smile on her face as she leaned in and kissed Kara one more time, then determinedly rolled out of bed and pulled on her robe to avoid any further temptation.

"We _have_ to go to work today, Kar. I don't want to either, but we have to baby. I'm getting in the shower, 'kay?"

"Want some help?" the blonde girl smiled innocently.

"Kara, stay," Alex said sternly, like the other girl was a puppy. Kara pouted and made the appropriate sad puppy eyes. "Baby, please don't pout. We have the rest of our lives for earth-shattering naked sexytime. But first we have to make sure we _have _a 'rest of our lives' by dealing with this media blitz of you flying through the air holding a plane over National City Bridge. Right?"

_"Ughhh._ Right," Kara conceded with a sigh, flopping down against the pillows in defeat. "Fine, go shower. I'm making waffles. Soooo many waffles." The blonde girl brightened as she thought about breakfast, realizing how absolutely famished she was.

"Good idea, boo," Alex smirked, knowing how much Kara needed to eat on just a regular day to fuel her Kryptonian metabolism, and wondering how much more she'd have to stuff her face today. _That was all me,_ the dark haired girl thought with a smug smile. "Go make your waffles. I'll see you in the kitchen in twenty minutes."

"Okay," Kara sighed, climbing out of bed and pulling on her robe, then cupping Alex's face for one last electric, heart-pounding kiss that made the dark-haired girl's pale face flush pink. "See you," Kara smirked, pulling away with a little wink.

"You are evil, Kara Danvers."

"You love it," Kara replied happily.

"Yeah."

…...

Being in separate rooms for all of twenty minutes did help them both calm their racing hormones and pull themselves together for the work day, and when Alex came out of the shower they somehow managed to eat breakfast without any makeout breaks, because they _really really_ didn't have time.

"Be good today, bluebird," Alex sighed; it was a childhood nickname she'd given her little alien years ago, because of her beautiful blue eyes. They both smiled goofily as they put their dishes in the sink and grabbed their stuff for work. "Try not to, you know, _react_ when Cat Grant starts spinning wild conjectures about the whole plane incident. Just be normal. Don't give her a reason to put a big floating question mark over your head. And I'll try to throw Hank and DEO off course as much as I possibly can without drawing any attention to myself, either."

"Lexie," Kara frowned, folding her arms over her chest and tapping her foot, a position she unconsciously went into when she was preparing to debate something she felt strongly about. "Maybe we're blowing off a huge opportunity here. With the DEO, you know, and me. Maybe you shouldn't try to throw them off track. Maybe you can just casually say to Hank, _hey, how about that flying girl who saved the plane last night, she's just like Superman._ And he'll say, _yeah, it would be so completely awesome if we could get her to come and work with us._ And you say, _no problem chief, 'cause she's my girlfriend!"_ For the first time, Alex didn't argue back with Kara's not-so-gentle nudging toward letting her identity be known to the DEO. Instead, she took Kara's hand and pulled her close, one last time before they went out the door, wrapping both arms around her neck.

"You're my girlfriend," the dark-haired agent smiled, leaning in and giving her gorgeous alien one last, light kiss on the lips, careful not to let it deepen out of fear they'd never make it out the door.

"I am," Kara nodded, not even caring when she felt the bright pink blush rising in her cheeks. "So completely and totally yours. I was from the moment I stepped out of my pod and saw your big brown eyes looking back at me. I think..." Kara wrapped her arms around Alex's hips and pulled her closer; not to melt her bones with another heavenly kiss, but to press their foreheads lightly together, like they'd been doing since they were thirteen years old. Instead of making their hearts thump harder, the familiar, loving touch calmed them both. "I think it wasn't an accident that I spent twenty-four years sleeping in the Phantom Zone...and it wasn't an accident that my pod crashed next to you that day, right smack in the middle of nowhere." (It hadn't _really _been the middle of nowhere; just a few miles outside town, where there was nothing but ocean and rolling hills as far as the eye could see). "I was never meant to come here for Kal-El. The universe sent me to _you_, Lex."

"Thank you, universe," Alex murmured, winding her fingers into long blonde hair one last time before walking out the door, eyes closed as she savored the memory of that first moment, when she gave her whole heart to Kara without the slightest reservation. "Thank you..."

…...

It had started out as a completely unremarkable Saturday afternoon. Thirteen-year-old Alex had finished all her homework in the morning; she was a complete nerd under her tough-girl exterior, but tried very hard to keep her street cred by pretending not to give a crap about school. But some weekends, she just needed to stop pretending, and be by herself with some very thick book or another that was way, way beyond her grade level. She liked going for hikes into the hills behind her house to read; no one from school would see her geeking out, and it was so quiet and peaceful and the sun shone so warmly on nice days, like this one. So, Alex had grabbed one of her Dad's astrophysics texts and shoved it in her backpack with some snacks and a water bottle, and a blanket to sit on, and headed out into nature, enjoying the stillness and the faint cawing of seagulls from the beach just across the hills. She'd been quietly reading under her favorite tree for over an hour when it happened—a flash of glinting glass and metal shining in her eyes that made her look up at the sky, as it zipped across her field of vision and crashed into the gully just over the hill, sending up a huge cloud of dust.

Alex gasped and dropped her book, immediately running towards the dust cloud, sure that some small airplane had just crashed. It had been moving so fast, and the sun had been right in her eyes, so she hadn't really seen it clearly. But what else could it be? She sprinted up and over the hill as fast as she could, scared that someone could be seriously injured and in need of medical attention; but when she got to the top of the hill and looked down, she stopped short.

It wasn't a plane. It wasn't a missile, or a fallen satellite, or anything that Alex could put a name to. There below her was a strange but beautiful small white craft, with a clear dome that opened to reveal a girl with long blonde hair, just a kid, no older than Alex herself. She was blinking and looking around, appearing unhurt; but Alex still felt compelled to run to her, to make sure. She just crashed from the sky, she must at _least_ be in shock.

"Hey! Are you okay?" Alex panted, reaching the pod just as Kara was stepping uncertainly out of it. The blonde girl was dressed strangely, odd cuts of fabric all in white, just like her tiny aircraft.

"Yes...I think so," Kara said cautiously, glad not to be alone but still wary and a little woozy, having just woken up from her extended hypersleep to find that she was 24 years late in her arrival, according to the pod's internal time log; yet she was still the same thirteen-year-old child she'd been when she left Krypton. She was very confused. She wasn't even sure whether this was the right planet. "Sorry, can I ask you...where are we?" the blonde girl questioned, awkwardly but politely.

"Midvale," Alex said cautiously, her eyes running over the strange girl again as if trying to make sense of her. She was obviously disoriented, but she had such a sparkle in her big blue eyes, Alex felt transfixed, totally unable to look away. "Um, my house is just a couple of miles that way," she pointed down to the small two-lane country road in the distance. "I'm Alex Grey," she added, sticking out her hand and attempting a casual smile, as if greeting beautiful girls who fell out of the sky was no big.

"Hi," the blonde girl said uncertainly, looking at Alex's outstretched hand as if it were baffling to her somehow. "I'm Kara Zor-El." She still didn't know what the proper response was to a human holding out their hand like that; so she just reached out and grazed her fingers lightly over Alex's. They both blushed slightly and pulled their hands back.

"Um, don't you know how to shake hands?" Alex asked warily, trying not to let herself think what she was thinking, because what she was thinking was completely insane and impossible. Kara raised an eyebrow at her uncertainly; then she held up both her hands—like she was in a police shootout—and waved them back and forth a little. Alex burst out laughing. Kara blushed five times brighter.

"That was wrong, wasn't it?" Kara asked worriedly. "I'm sorry, I'm just really confused right now."

"Don't worry, I'm right there with you," Alex assured her with a smile, reaching out her hand one more time and squeezing the blonde girl's shoulder in reassurance. "Kara, um...where did you come from?"

"I don't think I'm supposed to tell," Kara frowned uncertainly. The fact that she was twenty four years off schedule made her doubt everything else her mother had told her before she was shot out of the docking bay, moments before her planet exploded into stardust. "Alex? This may sound like a very strange question, but..." Kara trailed off, biting her lip uncertainly. Alex just raised an eyebrow in response, waiting for the other girl to find her tongue again. "Midvale..." the blonde girl said slowly, "is it...are we...on earth?"

"Okay, wow, this is happening," Alex murmured to herself, feeling her heart begin to race inside her chest with wonder and excitement. Then she looked back up at Kara and said, "Yes. This is earth. Is this...I mean...did you come from another planet, Kara?"

Kara wavered, biting her lip as she weighed what she could say, what she _should_ say. She was supposed to keep her identity secret. But she was _also_ supposed to be with Kal-El, and it was supposed to be twenty-four years ago, and she was still queasy and disoriented from her abrupt awakening from hypersleep. The dark eyes looking questioningly into hers were open and warm, full of light and curious intelligence and compassion. Kara could see that right away. On impulse, she decided to trust Alex Grey.

"Yes. I came from a...a very long way away. My planet was dying. My parents sent me here to save me, but...I was supposed to be with my baby cousin, I was supposed to watch over him, and now I don't know if he ever even made it here, since it took me twenty-four years to get here, he could be grown up by now or he could still be lost out in space somewhere too..." Kara was babbling, a habit that Alex would grow quite accustomed to in the coming years; but at the moment she was gaping and just trying to follow along.

"Wait, stop. What do you mean it took you twenty-four years to get here? You're just a kid, you couldn't have spent twenty-four years _anywhere._ You _are _a kid, right?" Alex asked suspiciously, wondering if perhaps this girl was a grown woman from a planet where everyone looked like a kid forever.

"I'm thirteen," Kara answered. Alex smiled.

"Me too." They grinned at each other in silence for a moment. "So then how...?"

"I don't know for certain, but based on my pod's internal chronometer...I'm pretty sure I was in the Phantom Zone," Kara frowned anxiously.

"The what now?"

"The Phantom Zone. It's a place outside time, if you're there you never age...and you never die. It's where my people sent our most dangerous criminals...to be trapped with their regrets forever." Kara shuddered as her mind was suddenly flooded with a tactile, sensory awareness of where she had been, how easily she could have been trapped there, asleep, forever...and she began to shake, her breathing and heart rate shooting up rapidly.

"Hey, Kara, it's okay. Don't freak out. You're safe now, it's gonna be all right..." Alex tried to soothe the panic from Kara's clear blue eyes, but the blonde girl didn't seem to be able to hear her, lost in a trance-like state of frightened disorientation, her breathing becoming shallow and her cheeks flushing pink with the rapid pounding of her heart.

"It's okay Kara," Alex said again, more quietly, as she took a step closer and wrapped her arms tightly around the trembling blonde girl. Kara pressed her face into Alex's hair, which was cool and smelled sweet, like the fragrant nectar blossoms in her mother's garden back on Krypton. _No_. Krypton wasn't there anymore. Kara started to cry, she was so confused and overwhelmed and the only thing she knew for sure was that Alex's arms were around her, and that meant she was safe; it was safe to cry. She wrapped her arms around the dark-haired girl and clung to her, trying to be as light with her touch as possible, remembering even through her tears and confusion that her mother said she would be stronger here, that she would have great power. She had to be careful. She didn't want to hurt Alex.

They stood there holding onto each other until Kara calmed down and stopped crying; when she finally raised her head from Alex's shoulder, the dark-haired girl gave her a glowing smile and brushed a few tears away with her thumb. Kara smiled weakly back, even though her face was still streaked with tears, and leaned her forehead against Alex's for the very first time. They both closed their eyes for a minute, totally content, neither feeling the need to fill the peaceful silence between them.

"Do you feel a little better now?" Alex asked gently.

"Not a little. A lot," Kara smiled shyly.

In a sudden flash of wind just like the one that blew over the hill when Kara's pod crashed, a blue and red figure streaked out of the sky and landed right next to them with a _whomp_ that made the ground shudder. Alex grabbed Kara and pushed the blonde girl behind her on reflex, ready to defend the sweet, innocent alien girl by any means necessary. Before her brain could begin to process the deep chuckle from the figure in front of her, her dark eyes opened wide and her jaw dropped. If she had known her day was going to turn out like _this,_ well, she wouldn't have bothered toting her dad's heavy book all the way out here.

"You're...you're...Superman," Alex stuttered, her tense stance in front of Kara relaxing in shock as she realized there was no threat.

"Who?" Kara asked uncertainly behind her. The caped man smiled and looked over Alex's head at his young cousin, still dressed in her Kryptonian travel clothes with her pod still steaming just a dozen feet away. Clearly he'd made good time.

"Hello, Kara," the man of steel held out his hand, and Kara grabbed it, confused and utterly certain at the same time.

"Kal-El?" She asked warily, looking up wide-eyed at her impossibly large and grown-up baby cousin. "You...you _did_ make it here all right..."

"I did indeed. I have to admit, after all these years I'd almost lost hope of ever seeing your face on this planet, little cousin."

"Cousin?" Alex squeaked, her eyes growing wide again as she looked back and forth between little Kara, and larger-than-life superhero standing over them. "Your cousin is _Superman?!"_ The man of steel looked questioningly at the dark-haired girl.

"Oh, um, this is Alex," Kara spluttered hastily, her hand unconsciously finding the other girl's and threading their fingers together. Alex gripped hers just as tightly. "She's...she's...she's my friend."

"Well look at you, little Kara Zor-El. Not even on earth half a day and already making friends." The girls both grinned shyly at the imposing hero's gentle teasing. Then Kara's face grew very serious.

"Kal...I failed you. I was supposed to be here, to take care of you, to help you grow up. I...I'm so sorry..." Kara looked miserably down at her feet, tears welling up again silently.

"Hush, little one. You bare no blame. I grew up just fine with a normal human family, just like every other kid on earth. And you will too." Superman ruffled his little cousin's hair, and she looked up again with a weak smile, rubbing the tears from her eyes. "Come on, there are some very nice people waiting to meet you. Their home will be your home. They will love you as their own." He reached his hand out for Kara's, but Alex stepped in between them again, panic rising in _her _voice now.

"Wait, stop, please. Don't take her back to Metropolis. S-she can live here, she can live with me! My parents won't mind, they always wanted more kids but my mom had to have a hysterectomy and then"—Alex was the one babbling now, suddenly on the edge of hysteria at the idea of Kara being whisked out of her life so quickly, all the way to the other side of the country. They had barely known each other an hour. But she didn't want Kara to go. And Kara didn't either, judging from the way the blonde girl's fingers were still gripping hers tightly.

Superman laughed and laid a reassuring hand on Alex's shoulder. "Calm down, kiddo. I'm not taking her to Metropolis. I'm not taking her away."

"Y-you're not?" Alex half-choked with relief.

"No," the man of steel shook his head, still smiling at the two young girls in front of him, the light and the dark, yin and yang, gripping each other's hands like they would never let go. "I'm only taking her a few miles down the road, actually. You live here in Midvale, Alex?"

"Yeah," Alex nodded, with a huge sigh of relief at his declaration that Kara wasn't going anywhere.

"Well Kara is going to be living with the Danvers now. Do you know them?"

"The biologists? Yeah...their house is just a mile or so down the beach from mine," Alex nodded. It was a small town. Everyone pretty much knew each other at least a little. "So...Kara's going to be living...right in my neighborhood?" There was a wary note of hesitation in her voice, like she was waiting for the catch, because it all just seemed too good to be true.

"That's right." The two girls looked at each other and beamed. Then suddenly Superman was down on one knee, so he was on their eye level, looking at Alex with a serious, though not unkind expression. His eyes were as blue as Kara's. "Now, Alex...I have to ask you to promise me something. It's unfair to ask a child to keep a secret so huge, but we simply don't have a choice. Kara's true identity can never be revealed to anyone, ever. The Danvers once helped me understand and control my powers—they'll do that for Kara as well—but the fact is they've known my true identity for years, and always kept my secret. No one else was ever supposed to know that Kara is anything other than a foster child. It seems the universe chose you to welcome my cousin to this planet, so I have to trust that you are meant to be her solace, her confidant, and that you understand the seriousness of this secret. You can never reveal Kara's true identity to anyone, ever—not even your parents. Can you do that?"

"Yes," Alex nodded vehemently. "I promise. _I promise,_" she repeated emphatically, looking at Kara now, making the promise to _her_, not to Superman.

"Thank you," Kara smiled, lighting up like the golden yellow sun that bathed her new planet in its light.

"Come on, Kara. The Danvers are waiting." Superman held out his hand to his young cousin. Kara looked up at him, then back at Alex.

"The house where I'm going—you know where it is?" the blonde girl asked her new friend, even though she'd already said she did, Kara just had to make sure.

"Uh-huh," Alex nodded. "Maybe...maybe I could come by and visit you tomorrow?"

"Maybe you could come tonight?" Kara asked hesitantly, not wanting to seem too needy. But Alex's huge smile told her that wasn't going to be a problem.

"Sure. I'll just have to ask my parents if I can come over after dinner, but I'm sure they'll say yes. I mean, who wouldn't want to give a nice welcome to the new foster kid in town, right?" She winked, and Kara giggled.

"Okay, well...I guess I'll see you later, Alex."

"See you soon Kara." They squeezed each other's hand one more time. Then the man of steel was scooping up his little cousin in one arm, and shooting up into the clouds with her. Alex rubbed her forehead absently, in the spot where Kara's head had rested against hers. "Wow," she murmured, smiling dazedly. Her entire world had just been flipped upside down...but it didn't feel that way. It felt like she only just realized that everything had been upside down _before,_ and now things were finally how they were always meant to be. She daydreamed about the sparkle in Kara's blue eyes all the way home, smiling like an idiot.


	3. Kara Comes Out

Hello darlings!

So I got a lot of great feedback on part 1, but not much on part 2. Y'all still out there digging it? It's harder for me to keep going if I think I'm just talking to myself, so plz let me know what you think! Enjoy...and who am I kidding, there will be more to come no matter what ;)

…...

**I'd Carry a Plane for You**

**Part 3**

…...

Kara was still smiling like a goofy kid lost in a daydream when she stepped off the elevator onto the executive floor of CatCo, carrying her usual latte for her boss and a big ol' bag of bear claws for herself from Noonan's. She may have eaten twelve waffles covered in butter and maple syrup before she left for work, but her stomach still felt empty and rubmly with hunger, which wasn't surprising given the amount of energy she'd burned the night before. A fresh wave of sensory bliss washed over her body at the mere thought of Alex's hands on her bare skin, and her smile got even bigger as a warm blush rose in her cheeks. She couldn't stop thinking about it. It wasn't even _thinking_, really; it was more like sense memory, washing over her in waves, her body reliving the tactile, immediate awareness of Alex's hands in her hair, her warm breath, her lips, her teeth, her skin on Kara's everywhere. The physical intensity of her blissed-out memory of the night before made Kara feel like she was in some kind of altered state of consciousness. It was a level of intimacy and vulnerability that defied anything the blonde alien girl had experienced. Alex...Alex was already everything to Kara, had been the shining star of her life from her first earthly breath. Touching her made every inch of Kara's body feel like it was exploding in fireworks. She had no hesitations, no doubts. She felt brave and fearless, not in a superhero-saving-a-plane way, but in a regular-girl who finally got to kiss the one she loved best after twelve years kind of way.

The blonde girl knew she ought to be focusing more on the whole saving a plane, national news, the entire world knew she could fly now thing, and she tried; she tried to make herself play out in her head what she would say to Ms. Grant, how she wanted to spin the story, what she would do if anyone recognized her, which seemed pretty likely to Kara, it wasn't as if she looked so different without her glasses. But the second she stopped actively forcing herself to think about adulting, there was Alex again, her beautiful fierce girl, her shining star, her whole world.

"Here's your latte, Ms. Grant," Kara deposited her usual steaming hot latte on her boss's desk. The blonde girl almost always had a cheerful voice, but she must have been extra-tweaky-happy-sounding today, because Cat Grant actually looked up from her keyboard, assessing her assistant with one eyebrow lifted behind her stylish cat-eye glasses.

"Well aren't we the chipper little bluebird this morning," the older woman observed wryly, picking up her latte and taking a sip without comment, which meant it was perfect and there was nothing to criticize. Kara stiffened slightly, the light behind her smile fading like she'd had a cold bucket of water thrown over her. _Bluebird_ was one of Alex's pet names for her. No one else called her that. She didn't _want _anyone else to call her that, least of all her brilliant but overbearing and sometimes nasty boss. But this was good, she needed some kind of slap in the face to get her head out of the clouds (such sweet clouds, they smelled like Alex's shampoo), and back into work mode.

"Well, umm, yes ma'am," Kara stuttered, a little tongue-tied as she frantically tried to pull herself together into professional work mode. "It's, it's just a big, um, big news day, right? With the whole...the plane thing..." Her heart started racing, not in the blissful-overload way it had last night in Alex's arms, but in the oh-crap-don't-fire-me kind of way.

"Calm down, Kira, you'd think you had to write the cover story yourself," Cat Grant sighed dismissively, rolling her eyes as her attention darted quickly back from her assistant to her computer screen. "But yes, it _is_ a big news day. With the whole..._plane thing._" The older woman said sarcastically, still not taking her eyes off her computer screen. "I need you to call an executive staff meeting in my office right now. We are _not_ going to get scooped by the Daily Planet this time. They have their own superhero, and now we finally have ours. A woman, no less. Feminist utopia arrives in National City. We are going to brand this girl for the whole world to see before anyone else has a chance." Ms. Grant looked up when she realized that her assistant wasn't moving, wasn't going off to call her senior staff together as she had just requested. The blonde girl was just...standing there, wide-eyed, like she'd just begun work at CatCo yesterday and didn't realize that when Cat Grant said five minutes, what she really meant was _right now_, and when she said right now, she meant _five minutes ago or your ass is fired_. "Go go, Kira. Flitter away now."

"Yes, Ms. Grant," Kara squeaked, grabbing her iPad and hurrying out of the large office to call the department heads together. She'd been momentarily transfixed with anxiety listening to Cat Grant talk about _branding_ her, like she was cattle that was about to become property of CatCo. But at least the sharp-eyed boss lady hadn't recognized her from the few photos released from the plane rescue on the news the night before. But those shots were all blurry, at weird angles, and her hair had been so grimy with jet fuel it had looked almost black. Alex was right—if she kept on using her powers and being heroic in public, eventually someone was going to get a clear shot, and then Cat Grant and National City and the whole world would know that Kara Danvers was an alien. And then what?

Kara ran from office to office, preferring this to any sort of electronic messaging when Ms. Grant said _right now_. She came to James' office last; he was her friend, he'd been with her in the bar when she'd jumped up and literally ran out the door without explanation, a whole minute and a half before the mysterious plane rescuer appeared. He wasn't stupid. Kara was afraid of what he might ask her, because in truth she was a terrible liar. "Hey." She knocked on his door as she was opening it, smiling a little nervously. "Meeting in Ms. Grant's office, like two minutes ago."

"Right. The plane rescue last night. She's gonna want the big byline," James nodded, his usual calm, amused grin already in place when he looked at Kara. "So...are you gonna give her the exclusive, or what?" Kara stared at him, even more wide-eyed than she had been in Ms. Grant's office.

"You...you know?" She choked, completely unable to summon even the pretense of denying it when James already knew, he _knew_. Kara could see it.

"Kara, please. You know I spent the last eight years before I came here photographing your cousin in Metropolis, right? I won a Pulitzer for it?" James chuckled, crossing his arms over his chest.

"My cousin?" the blonde superhero repeated blankly, the wheels in her head spinning so fast she couldn't seem to jump off. "You know that I'm...that he's my...you _know?"_

"Relax, Kara. After all this time, I know how to keep a Kryptonian's secrets. We'll talk after the meeting." James winked at her, and walked past her to Cat's office. Kara just stood there hyperventilating for a minute. She knew she could trust James, she always had, he was one of her best friends in the world—but no human being on the planet knew about her extra-terrestrial secret except her foster parents and Alex. _No one._ It was a completely unexpected shock to her system, one that at least took her mind off Alex's bare skin for a minute. Now that she had finished corralling up the department heads to go meet with Ms. Grant, she was free to return to her normal duties; but her heart was racing and her brain was spinning and she needed to talk to someone, someone she could tell everything to. Obviously James was under that heading now; but he'd be in with Ms. Grant for at least twenty minutes, and she needed to talk to someone _now_. She didn't even stop to think who that someone should be. She knew.

"Winn, I have to talk to you," she whispered anxiously, running to her friend's desk that was right across from hers and leaning down low, as if anyone were trying to overhead them. "Meet me on the roof in two minutes."

"The—what? Kara? The roof?" Winn frowned in obvious confusion, but he still got up an followed after her, not about to question Kara Danvers if she wanted to be alone with him anywhere. Even if that anywhere was the roof of a thirty-story skyscraper. When he got to the top level and ascended the stairwell to the roof door, there was Kara, pacing back and forth like she was about to tell him she was a fugitive from justice or something.

"Kara, what is up with you? Are you okay? Is this about why you left the bar so fast last night? I have your stuff under my desk, by the way."

"Thank you. Yes. And yes. I'm okay, it is about last night. I'm going to tell you something about me that only four people on earth know. I know I should've told you this a long time ago but it's just that I've never told anyone, I didn't think it was safe, but last night something happened that changed everything and I _don't_ wantto hide who I am anymore..." Kara was babbling fiercely, the way she always did when she was overwhelmed, and as one of her closest friends Winn was no stranger to it.

"Oh my God, you're gay!" Winn blurted out, looking weirdly thrilled. "Kara, this is great! This explains everything! Hey, congrats..."

"No, no, that's—well, yes, actually, but that's not what I came up here to tell you," Kara frowned, momentarily sidetracked from her big reveal by Winn's odd reaction to her sexuality. "But what do you mean, _this explains everything?"_ She raised an eyebrow and tapped her foot.

"Well, you know," Winn shrugged a little sheepishly. "Why you wouldn't go out with me." Kara rolled her eyes. She didn't want to hurt her friend's feelings, but it annoyed her on reflex when men assumed the only reason a woman wouldn't want to date them was because she was gay. Winn seemed to notice her bristle, and tried to backpedal a little. "I mean, if you _did _like guys...I'd totally have a shot, right?"

"Duuuude," Kara groaned. She _really_ did not want to hurt her friend's feelings. But what kind of question _was_ that? "Come on, I don't know. If _you_ liked guys, would you wanna date James?" Winn's eyebrows knit together in a moment of obvious confusion, having absolutely no idea what to say. "Yeah, see? Not so easy," Kara smirked, raising her eyebrows. "But no more hookup talk, I didn't bring you to the freaking roof to talk about Alex."

_"Alex?"_ Winn squealed, his face heating up at the very naughty visuals that flooded his mind without intention. "Alex, your lifelong best friend and winner of every annual sexiest FBI agent alive award, if there were such an event, _that_ Alex?"

"Yes. And shut up. And she's not actually an FBI agent...that's part of what I have to tell you."

"Okay..." Winn said slowly, the perplexed expression still etched across his face as he stared at his best friend blankly. "Listen, Kara, I have a lot of work to get back to, there's a big headline today in case you hadn't noticed, some flying lady superhero saved a plane while we were drinking beers at Noonan's last night..."

"It was me," Kara blurted out, tired of babbling for once and just cutting right to the chase.

"What was you?" Winn asked blankly, obviously not catching on.

"I'm the flying lady superhero who saved the plane!" Kara beamed, bouncing on the balls of her feet in excitement. Technically, this was the first time she'd ever actually _told_ anyone who she really was. Alex saw her pod crash, her foster parents knew who she was when Kal-El brought her to them, and her dear cousin had also obviously spilled the beans to James, as well. She had never told any of them herself. It was a weird rush of almost painful excitement. Winn was looking at her like she had three heads. Then he started to laugh.

"Okay, good one Kara...that's, yeah, that's funny. Umm, why is that funny?" He frowned in confusion. Kara sighed. He wasn't getting there fast enough. So she walked right up to the very edge of the roof, grinning confidently at him. "Kara, hold on, not so close. Kara, you're gonna hurt yourself..." Winn's voice was nearing hysteria when Kara winked at him, held out her arms, and let herself fall backwards over the edge of the roof. She heard Winn screaming her name in absolute terror, and it was only funny for a second before she started to feel bad for giving her best buddy a heart attack. So she rocketed back up, about fifty feet higher than she'd meant to (she was still learning control, clearly), and did a couple of spinning twists in the air just to show off before she landed again, ten feet in front of him, and calmly straightened her glasses.

"Kara..." Winn's eyes were wide as saucers as he stared at the girl he thought he'd known so well for the past two years. "You're..."

"An alien," Kara shrugged when Winn seemed unable to complete his own thought. "And Alex isn't really an FBI agent, she's a DEO agent—the Department of Extra-Normal Operations. They monitor alien life on earth, most of which is hostile except for me and my cousin. I was always told I had to lay low and pretend to be normal so I wouldn't end up in alien Guantanamo Bay, basically. But last night...the plane...Alex was on that plane, Winn." She looked at him with a pained expression, and all at once the wheels of the young IT director's brain clicked into place, and he understood everything. Kara could see it.

"You're the flying lady who saved the plane," he repeated dumbly.

"This is what I'm saying," Kara nodded with a smirk. "Winn, I don't want to go back to just being Executive Assistant Kara Danvers...my parents sent me here to save people, to protect them, not just go through life using my laser vision to heat up Ms. Grant's lattes every morning. But I can't just let the whole world know my real identity—I'd be putting a target on the back of every person I love for every bad guy on the planet to exploit. That includes you," she added unnecessarily as she paced back and forth in front of him. "I need your help, I need a secret identity like my cousin..."

"Your cousin?" Winn asked blankly. Kara stopped pacing and cocked her head at him with a _duh_ expression. "Your cousin is Superman. Your cousin is _Superman?!"_ Winn was squealing again, and Kara sighed, a mixture of affection and exasperation in her face.

"You know Alex was thirteen years old when she found this stuff out, and she was exponentially more composed than you are right now."

"Right. Sorry. Catching up now. I'm good, I'm good." Winn nodded, and Kara grinned at him, a genuine, full-on Kara Danvers smile, and Winn couldn't help smiling back. This was still the same Kara he'd known for two years. The same Kara he'd do anything for, even if she'd never love him quite the way he wanted, she did love him, he knew that. "So...how can I help?"

…...

Winn spent the rest of the morning discreetly working on design specs for a few options of superhero suits that would serve to protect Kara's identity and allow her to continue saving lives without anyone being any the wiser. James told her quietly that Ms. Grant had demanded he find a way to get a clear shot of "Supergirl" and an exclusive interview, but he assured her that he'd handle it and she shouldn't risk exposing herself. Kara darted around the office like she always did, running errands for Ms. Grant, fetching hardcopy and print layouts, and for one awkward minute, accidentally yelling at her boss over the appropriateness of the name _Supergirl_. She just barely stopped herself from blurting out, _I'm twenty-four years old, I'm not a girl!_ But thankfully she caught herself.

It was just after 1pm when an instant message window popped up on her computer screen. It was from Alex. It just said, _look up_. Kara raised her head and as the elevator doors opened directly across the lobby from her desk. There was Alex, wearing her FBI jacket over the tight black uniform and smirking at her like the cat that ate the canary, holding a large bag of takeout food from Kara's favorite Chinese restaurant.

"Hey," the blonde girl smiled dumbly as Alex crossed the lobby and sat on the edge of her desk. "Aren't you supposed to be out on alien recon?"

"Yup. I am on alien recon. Look, I found one." The dark-haired agent grinned teasingly, dropping her bag by Kara's feet. "I figured you'd be too busy and flustered to take a lunch break today...and I don't want to see what kind of mood you'll be in tonight if you don't eat your weight in takeout. You need your strength for round two." Kara felt her heart start to pound again, all the blissfully overstimulating sense memory that she'd spent the morning trying to push aside leaping to the front of her mind again as her face flushed pink.

"Round two..." she grinned stupidly, standing up and wrapping her arms around Alex's neck. "Can we go home now?"

"I wish," Alex smirked back, slipping her hands around Kara's hips and pulling her even closer. "Can I kiss you at work?"

"If you don't I'm going to throw you off the roof," Kara replied seriously, and for a moment the whole world fell away again as Alex's lips found hers. It was so much tamer than any of the kisses they'd shared last night, aware of the vast number of CatCo employees milling around them in the large executive lobby; but still so tender and intense that Kara felt her knees actually wobble. Alex giggled against her lips.

"You better eat something, bluebird. You are _not_ allowed to be too tired for sex when you come home." Alex winked, and Kara resisted the urge to throw her onto the desk and rip her girlfriend's clothes apart with her bare hands.

"Not possible," Kara smirked. Alex raised a hand and brushed back a strand of blonde hair that had fallen loose from Kara's braid. "Have I told you today that you are the light of my universe?" The blonde girl asked shyly.

"Yes," Alex grinned back, childish delight sparkling in her dark, shining eyes. "But you can tell me again..."

_"Kira!" _Ms. Grant's sharp voice cut across the open lobby impatiently. Kara sighed, reluctantly releasing her hold on Alex and once again trying desperately to pull her brain out of the gutter.

"Duty calls," the blonde girl rolled her eyes in the direction of her impatient boss's office.

"Yeah, me too. I should probably get back on the grid before Hank notices I'm taking a girlfriend break." Alex bit her lip, trying to hold back her blissed out, beaming smile; then she leaned in and gave Kara one last, hard kiss on the lips. "Bye angel. I'll see you tonight."

"Bye Lexie," Kara grinned stupidly. Then she frowned. "The DEO doesn't, like, monitor your phone, do they?"

"No," Alex said, raising an eyebrow quizzically. "Why?"

"Because if they were, I couldn't torture you with dirty texts for the rest of the day," Kara teased, grinning wider than ever. "Now go. Save the world. I'll be here booking eyebrow waxing appointments and getting coffee."

"Tease," Alex grinned.

"Thanks for lunch," Kara grinned back.

_"Kira! _My espresso isn't going to fetch itself!" Ms. Grant's sharp voice cut through their blissful daze again, and they finally stepped away from each other unwillingly.

"Okay. Bye. For real," Alex sighed, with a little wave, knowing that if she kissed Kara again she'd never make it out the door.

"Bye babe. I fucking love you."

"Me too."

Kara couldn't seem to wipe the dopey teenage grin off her face as she walked into Ms. Grant's office, notepad in hand. "I'm so sorry, Ms. Grant, I was momentarily sidetracked. What can I get you?" The blonde girl asked brightly.

"Yes, I saw what was..._tracking _you aside. Perhaps you're not as boring as I thought, Kira." Ms. Grant raised an eyebrow, and for a second Kara thought she saw a weird look of approval flash across her unyielding boss's sharp eyes. "Now, I need my 2pm teleconference with Bill Gates pushed back to 5, I flat-out refuse to speak to him until I have at least a quote from Supergirl. Reschedule my shiatsu massage for tomorrow. Call my house and tell my son's babysitter I'll be home late and that he is to have no TV time until his science fair project is completed..." Kara was nodding and writing diligently, getting it all down exactly as Ms. Grant told her. But all the while, there was this whole separate section of her brain that was just reliving Alex's kiss, over and over and over...and somehow, another part of her brain that was thinking just about the giant bag of Chinese takeout waiting for her behind her desk.


End file.
